WILMA, IS DINO NEAR THE HE'S SOUND ASLEEP 
PHONE? I DON'T WANT FRED! YOU CAN TALK 
HIM To HEAR ME! - FREELY! y 


{ JUST TO MAKE SURE, TLL \ TLL WHISPER IT; 
SPELL IT, WILMA! I'M GOING 4 WILMA,..P-I-Z-2-A! 
To BRING HOME... 
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[ HE'S Gor LOCKS AND BARS 
ON IT! YOU'D THINK 


SHE BOLTED THE DOOR...THERE lve GOT 10 / GRARK 


GOES THE BAR ACROSS IT! Act MAO! | SMEG@UM! 


Goon! WILMA NOW, DINO, YOU KNOW YoU 


pe PUT DINO IN THE | ALWAYS GET A TUMMY ACHE 
@ y YOU EAT PIZZA PIE, THIS IS FOR 
YOUR OWN Goon! 


| 
| 
L 


YEAH, ANO YOu [ HOw CRUEL 
To EAT TWICE CAN THEY BE?! 
MUCH WHEN I'M} : O 


LOCKED UP FATSO! = Coal 
D UP FA ‘4 


PTHE BOSS BOUGHT AN EXTRA 

LARGE PIZZA PIE WITH EVERYTHING 

| ON tri THERE'D BE PLENTY FOR ME 
IF HE WAGN'T SO GREEDY! 


SHHHH! I PLANNBD FOR 
THIS! I CAN OUTSMART OV 
te DROCPSNOCT ANY TIME! 


NOW LET'S SEE... ; THEY NEVER SUSPECTED 
I HID IT SO rs ATHING! 


WELL I CAN'T,... 
THBRE IT (6! 


STILL THERE! 
NOW IF°THEY DO WHAT THEY ALWAYS 
80 WHEN THEY GET PIZZA! 


THE PIZZA IS RIGHT 
WHERE I THOUGHT 


TD LOVE To EAT THE WHOLE Ys] THE PIZZA OUGHT TO BE COOL 
A THING...BUT I'VE GOT To ENOUGH BY NOW, WILMA! 
\ LEAVE WILMA HER SHARE! 


[ ir SERVES FRED RIGHT \ NEXT TIME DON'T \: T_DUNNO HOW HE DID 
FOR NOTOFFERING ME STEAL THE PIZZA, 1T,,, BUT DINO ATE THE _ 
ANY OF THE PIZZA! § ‘YOU SNEAK! PIZZA Pie! 


T OH, DINO... EVE GOT A ] [ Look WHAT I BRUNG YA, ) 
|. GURPRISE FOR YOU! DIN’.,A WHOLE PIZZA 
2 Pie JUST FOR YOu! 


/ EAT ITALL, YOU PIZZA 
BANDIT, OR TLL RAISE MORE 
< LUMPS ON YOUR HEAD! 


60 WHAT? WE'RE GOING TO 


*TOLD DINO HE 
COME WITH 


COME,COME, YOU'LL 
ENJOY STAYING 
WITH us! 


WE'RE GONNA 
HAVE A TERRIFIC 
TIME, WILMA! 


WE BETTER 
we) WILMA! 


MEANNEILE THERE! OON'T MAKE ANY 
“1 NOW, DINO, LET ME NOISE OR YOU WON'T GET | 
SHOW YOITOYOUR ¥Y YOUR BREAD AND WATER! 
LUXURIOUS QUARTERS! J ‘ : 
i 


Poor GUY! HAS HE ) /EACH MARK 
BEEN INHERE __-@ [1S FoR ONE 


MY UH; BRING US AN ORDER 
worp! OF DINO FOOD TOO! 
FS | a : 


AND DON'T 5 DON’T Cy, DINO, IT ISN'T YOUR 
Come Back! =): FAULT! THERE'S AVERVNICE 
2 FAMILY HOTEL JUST DOWN THE ROAD! 


oS 


fir ISN'r REALLY Y 
BAD, FRED! 


ie DON'T Sens 


nner 


SHE'S NICE 10 ME! I CANT TAKE 
FROM HER, WHICH LEAVES FRED! 


(T'S REAL GOOD BLIT WILMA \ 
WISHES HE DIDN'T HAVE IT... SO 
ITLL BEA PERFECT GIFT / 

MARYLOU! 


YOU NEVER WON THE 
STUPID THING! 


CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 


NOONE WOULD STEAL 
IL WHOD WANT A, STUPID 
THING LIKE THAT? 


THERE'S SOMETHIN’ ) I'VE Gor To Ger 
FUNNY GOIN’ ON/ 4 SOMETHING 
ELSE FO 

MARY LOL | 


MY TeErd 
AND. WHiris 
PEARLS/ 


ARE Nics I WONDER 
Like MARVLOU 
A 


(| 


¥00-O0, MARYLOL! I HAYE GARDENIAS 
LOOK WHAT: DINO'S 
GOT FoR You 


AND DAFFODILS / HMM. 
THE SWEETPEAS 


a 


HE'S TAKIN’ THE VY LET HIM, FRED/ 
AFTER ALL, 
Hes iN LOVE 


by WITH HER / 
XY a 


Ld 


Les 


Ake 


J I THIMK SHES / LOOK, WILMA ! 
TRYING TO TELL ME THERES WHERE\ HE 
SOMETHING / MY FLOWERS 
= = py Caer ed 
A NEX 
Oy) <~\ " 


i w FIG | 
BING 22222. 


I GOTTA TESCH THAT DINOSALS: 
NOT TO MAKE A PIGOSAURLIS 
OUT OF HIMSELF! 


THE REFRIGEKATOX } j 
Is empty! 


‘Out! AND DON'T 
COME BACK! 


BARNEY UST \ / IT AINT FAIR! \| [THATS WHAT WELL DO, ) 


er 


= 
“ON. THE TRUCKS 


0 starved! Ve BEEN ( 
LOOKIN! FORWARD TO A NICE 
QUIET LUNCH ALL MORNIN) SHORTY! 


“GOUNDS LIKE MR. 
SLAT 
FRED! 


GET THEM OUT OF 
HERE, FLINTSTONE, 
OR YOU'RE FIRED! 


[V-VES, MMI. 


S-S-GLATE? 


1S THAT FREAK 

OUT THERE YOUR 
PROPERTY, 
FLINTSTONE? 


CMON, DINO, OL PAL! 
LET THE TRUCKS 
THROUGH! 


LOOK, HOPPY, IF YA DON'T ay He 
TRUCKS LOAD UP ME AN’ FRE! 
BE FIRED,,.THEN YUH Wore eer + FED! 


TODAY I'M GOING To TEACH 

YOU GOME TRICKS WHICH 

REQUIRE SUPERIOR 
INTELLIGENCE AND 


ADVANCED MENTAL 
AGILITY, PLUS YOL 
HAVE TO BE VERY 

SMART, YoU) 
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Dine end Soby Puss were horsing around in the 
ume yard when suddenly Dino froze. His head 
up, his nostrils flored, cad the most delicious 
vice }nown te man of beast was detected. 

sat he exclaimed but the way Dine said it, it 

sunded more like “pifkul”, Anyhow, he followed the 

st as i walted across rocks and through therny 

bles, unmindful of the sharp rocks and sharper 

1. At the end of that fragrant trail, there was 
something great! 

He came out of the brambles and looked at the 
Hintstone hoyse. ‘Sure enough, the delicious smell 
came from Wilma’s kitchen. Dino backed into the 
bushes again collecting @ few more thorns, but he 
ignored the pain. More important things than thorns 
were about to happen. 

Sure enough. After fifteen agonizing, drooling 
minutes, Wilma appeared at the window and placed 
a big, deep pie on the windew sill. This was what Dino 
had detected across the fields. Now, Dino crouched 
low, cunningly concealed in his painful hiding place. 
He'd wait until Wilma relaxed her vigilance. He knew 
from past experience that Mrs. Flintstone was a tough 
customer to put anything ever on. 

Then, it came, the opportunity he'd been waiting 
for. In the Flintstone house, the telephone rang. Dine 
waited till the ringing stopped, and he was certain 
Wilma was talking on the phone which was in the liv- 
ing reom. Dino eased ovt of the brambles, still 
cautious, then crept toward that irresistible ple wait- 
ing on the window. 

He wos closer. Now, he peeked in the window, 
slowly rising above the sill. The pie was so close, but 
Dine didn’t grab it and run. He wanted this to be the 
perfect crit So, he peeked first, then when he didn’t 
see Wilma, stood up, humming nonchalantly and had 
@ good look. Wilma’s voice could be heard from the 
other room! 

Without further delay, Dine grabbed the hot pie, 
burning his paws slightly, but he didn’t care. He fled to 
a hiding place in the woods and put it dewn, drooling 
os he stared at it. He'd have te wait awhile for it to 
cool, but the wait would make it taste better in the 
end! 

Finally, after thirty of the longest minutes he'd ever 
-at, the pie was cool enough. Dino started in like o 
d kid in a pie-eating contest. He tried to take little 

+s te get the mest enjeymert from Wt but in ne time 

1 all, the pie was eaten up! 

Dine went back to the house. He put the pie plate 
back by the kitchen door, then went to his water 
bucket and splashed water en his face and paws. 
Satisfied there were no clues as te his guilt, he went 
evt to the front yard and dezed. 

Wilma talked for an hour, then went out to the 


kitchen. Fred was home by this time, and Wilma 
studied him as they talked obeut the day and what 
they'd heve for supper. Wilma decided that Fred wos 
up to something or had. guilty conscience. 

In fact, Fred and Barney had planned te sneak out to 
a poker game at the lodge that night and Fred could 
never hide anything from Wilma. She wes innocently 
talking to Fred, picking up clues, when she went tothe 
sink and her eyes lifted te the window sill! 

The pie was gone! New, Wilma knew why Fred 
looked guilty! 

“Fred Flintstone, you greedy hogesaurus, you ate 
the pie | baked for dessert!” Wilma said accusingly. 

Fred looked amazed and outraged. ‘Pie? What pie? 
| never seen no pie!” 

Wilma ran te the back door and looked out. The first 
thing she sow was the empty pie tin she'd baked the 
. Then she noticed Pebbles ond Bamm-Bomm 
playing in the yard, They looked so innocent? 

But someone had eaten that pie. She went around 
the house and found Dine dozing in the yard. It hadn't 
been him, she thought, He looked innocent too. Wilma 
thought about it awhile. She hod « problem. 

Then, she had an ideo. She let out c yell, 

“Everybody out!” she called. “Fred, come out here. 
Pebbles and Bamm-Bamm, you come too. Dine, wake 
up. Baby Puss, over here in line!” 

in @ minute, the suspects were lined up. Wilma 
glored at them and each one squitmed, certain she 
knew of some post misdeed. Guilty consciences makes 
cowards of us all! 

“’'m going te pass down the line!” Wilma snapped. 
“When I come to each of you, put out your tongue!” 

She started with Fred. “Don’t forget, if you've 
fibbed to me, I'll be able to see the lie on your tongue!” 

Can she really do that? Fred wondered. 

Dine stifled a chuckle. That was nonsense! How 
could Wilma see a lie on anyone's tongue. 

She went down the line, inspecting each tongue os 
she came to it. Dine stuck his tongue out confidently, 
them Wilma backed up and addressed the group. 

“ve found the thief who stole my piel” she 
snapped. “Now, if the pie thief will take one step 
forward and confess, I'll be lenient!” 

Ne one moved. Wilma went cround them, took the 
broom frem where it leaned against the house, 
walked back and swung mightily! 

Dine leaped a foot and yelped in pain. “Gerfull”’ ke 
shouted. 

Fred watched Wilma chase Dino te his house ond 
told him he'd get ne supper. “Fred was curious, 

“How'd you know Dine did it?’ 

Wilma smiled. “it was a blueberry ple and Dine had 
the only blue tongue in the crowd!’ Fred shoek his 
head. Wilma alweys had the answers. 


